GEORGE  CHAPMAN

There saw I Sisyphus in infinite moan,
With both hands heaving up a massy stone,
And on his tip-toes racking all his height,
To wrest up to a mountain-top his freight;
When prest to rest it there (his nerves quite spent)
Down rusht the deadly quarry, the event
Of all his torture, new to raise again ;
To which straight set his never-rested pain.
The sweat came gushing out from ev'ry pore,
And on his head a standing mist he wore,
Reeking from thence, as if a cloud of dust
Were raisM about it.    Down with these was thrust
The idol of the force of Hercules 5
But his firm self did no such Fate oppress,
He feasting lives amongst th' immortal States,
White-ankled Hebe and himself made mates
In heavenly nuptials ;   Hebe, Jove's dear race,
And Juno's, whom the golden sandals grace.
About him flew the clamours of the dead
Like fowls, and still stoopt cuffing at his head.
He with his bow, like Night, stalkt up and down,
His shaft still nockt, and hurling round his frown
At those vexM hoverers, aiming at them still,
And still, as shooting out, desire to still.
A horrid bawdrick wore he thwart his breast,
The thong all gold, in which were forms imprest,
Where art and miracle drew equal breaths,
In bears, boars, lions, battles, combats, deaths.
Who wrought that work, did never such before,
Nor so divinely will do ever more.
Soon as he saw, he knew me, and gave speech:
*Son of Laertes, high in wisdom's reach,
And yet unhappy wretch, for in this heart,
Of all exploits achiev'd by thy desert,
Thy worth but works out some sinister Fate,
As I in earth did.    I was generate
By Jove himself, and yet past mean opprest
By one iny far inferior, whose proud best
ImposM abhorred labours on my hand.
Of all which, one was, to descend this strand
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